ounces. It has a flat trajectory which means, as far as you are
concerned, it goes flat," What it meant as far as he was concerned
he was not divulging; perhaps it was too involved. "Right! It is
impossible to assemble incorrectly. The muzzle velocity is two
thousand four hundred and ten feet per second. Are you all happy
about that?3'

Martin certainly was not. Sergeants usually acquired a wealth
of learning on any subject they undertook, not despising the last
inch or ounce; and having rattled off a multitude-of intricate and
minute details, expected the thickest skull to have them all auto-
matically registered. Martin knew, if he pondered over it for
hours, that he would never remember- the muzzle velocity.

But even Sergeant Catcham did not seem at his best describing
this new gun. In fact, he appeared to be distinctly ill at ease, and
exhibited distracting mannerisms. For one thing, his hands
annoyed him, and as all their training forbade them seeking
refuge in his pockets, they pulled relentlessly at his moustache.
Then again, he had a trick of grinding his teeth, and whilst
Martin awaited the next tug at the moustache, Gelda was
obviously intrigued by the grinding teeth.

"Right!" said the sergeant, and there was a subtle satisfaction
in his voice. He seemed to be particularly convinced by this
word, and it featured prominently in his unusual style of address.

"What we are going on with now is recapitulation."

If not always sure of the exact meaning of long words, he knew
the results they produced. He saw Nobby stiffen and Hoofer
frown. Indeed, all the faces, he noticed, as he glanced round, were
either attempting expressions of intelligent interest, avoiding his
eye, or trying to hide behind a convenient back.

Sergeant Catcham called this "bluffing the way."

Snags was perhaps the only one of this assembly gifted with
anything approaching the kind of mind required; he could
remember the most complicated names of parts and the most
elusive measures of weight and distance.

Martin could soon get hold of principles, such as the theory of
a combustion engine or the doctrines of Marx or Einstein; but
dates and figures and technical names bewildered him.

Hoofer, on the other hand, was always frankly bored by any-
thing not in the nature of an anecdote about the adventures of an
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